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that mysterious dwelling and the knot
of this most solemn history, this drama which
had                    persons.

"Rosalie became tu my eyes the most interest-
ing; person la Vendome. Examining her, 1 dis-
covercd the trscss of an ever-present Inward
thought. In spite of the health which bloomed
upcn fcer dimpled face, there was in her some
clement of remorse, cr of hope; her attitude be-
a secret* like that of devotees who pray
with ardour, cr that cf a girl who has killed her
child and for ever after bears its cry. And yet
her               were naive, and even vulgar; faer

sill}* smile was surely not criminal; you would
tare Judged fcer Innocent if only by the large
neckerchief of blue and red squares which cov-
ered her vigorous bust, clothed, confined,, and
set off by a gown of purple and white stripes.
'No/ thought I; *I will not leave Vendome with-
out knowing the history of La Grande Breteche-
Ill even          love to Rosalie, if It is absolutely

nrce&ary.*

** ^Rosalie P I said to her one day.

ulWhat is it, monsieur?*

" Ton are not married, are you?*

"She               slightly.

u'Oh! when the fancy takes me to be un-
happy there1! be no lack of men/ she said, laugh-
ing*